University of Dayton

eCommons
The Exponent

Student Produced Media

11-1954

University of Dayton Exponent, November 1954
University of Dayton

Follow this and additional works at: https://ecommons.udayton.edu/exponent

Recommended Citation
University of Dayton, "University of Dayton Exponent, November 1954" (1954). The Exponent. 448.
https://ecommons.udayton.edu/exponent/448

This Book is brought to you for free and open access by the Student Produced Media at eCommons. It has been
accepted for inclusion in The Exponent by an authorized administrator of eCommons. For more information, please
contact mschlangen1@udayton.edu, ecommons@udayton.edu.

DAYTON PUBLIC LIBRARY

NOVEMBER, 1954

White Villa

QUALITY CANNED FOODS

THE H. OFFICE &
BROTHER CO.
Wholesale Fruits & Vegetables

SOLD BY OVER 1,000 RETAIL GROCERS

36-40 S. St. Clair St.

WHO OWN THEIR OWN

Dayton 2, Ohio

COOPERATIVE WHOLESALE GROCERY

WHITE VILLA GROCERS, Inc.

LIVE LONGER
EAT FRESH FRUITS AND VEGETABLES

DAYTON, OHIO
WE FIT EVERY MEMBER
OF THE FAMILY

BEST WISHES
OF

THE METROPOLITAN CO.

807 Brown St.
812 Xenia Ave.
2311 Far Hills Ave.

Poultry
is our

“ Lady Borden"
Ice Cream

SPECIALTY
Frank’s
POULTRY STORES

BORDEN COMPANY
ICE CREAM DIVISION
748 S. Main Street
Telephone FUlton 9166

L. M. Prince Co.
Opticians
117 South Ludlow

Dayton

Telephone FUlton 5165

e

Ohio

ARCHIE SHERER COMPANY
18-20 South Jefferson Street

WE SUGGEST

DAYTON, OHIO
YOU TRY

@ Office Furniture
Wood and Steel

@ Safes - Lockers

@ Steel Shelving
@ Visible Systems

Miami Maid

@ Filing Supplies

We maintain a Used Equipment Department

BETTER BREAD

University of Dayton

EXPONENT
NOVEMBER, 1954

e

VOLUME 52, NO. 7

ARTICLES
3
8
9
10
11
14

THE DAYTON PuBLIc LiBRARY, John Morgan
THE C.C.D., Michael Smith
ON LEARNING TO DRIVE A Car, Peggy Haley
OCCUPATIONAL DEBUT, James Cosgrove
CONTROLLED HUNTING, Robert J. Malcolm
COLLEGE STUDENTS AND POLITIcs, Ray Wack

THE EXPONENT
is published monthly from October to
May, both inclusive, in the interest of the
students of The University of Dayton.

EDITOR

Ed Flynn
ASSOCIATE EDITORS

FICTION
4

MAN WANTED, John Reis

6
7

DISAPPEARING RIVER, James McGuire
MATTIE, Carol Hilton

Dennis Meyer
Carol Hilton
John Ditzel
J. Matthew Haley
PoETRY PAGE

FEATURES
2
13
15
20
24

Irmi Rauch

ON or OFF Campus, The Editors
BREVITIES, Harold Musenheim, Dennis Meyer
Epucators’ Nook, Mary Ann Finn
RANDOM REMARKS, J. Matthew Haley
Kampus KutTups

CoED’s CORNER
Anne Flynn
EDUCATORS’ Nook

Mary Ann Finn

EDITORIALS
16

ILLUSTRATORS

Ned Ostendorf
Dorothy Foley
Kay DeVol

SERGEANT LoTT—Typiries ATTITUDE OF R. O. T. C. STUDENT,
A RENAISSANCE ON THE HILL, THERE’S ONLY ONE ANSWER,
Ed Flynn

Al Granato

Elizabeth DeCurtins

COEDS’ CORNER
18
18
18
19

AN EARLY Start, Ann Flynn
AN UNFORGETABLE “FEMME FATALE”, Millie Tomanocy
Lire WITHOUT EvcLip, Joanne Schweller
Visit TO SOME EUROPEAN SHRINES, Barbara Smith

VERSE

Entered May 14, 1903, at Dayton, Ohio, as

second-class matter under act of Congress,
March 3, 1879. Accepted for mailing at
special rate of postage provided for in
Section

12
12
12
12

THANKSGIVING MEMORIES, Joseph J. Kuntz
In Your Own SPEcIAL Way, Margie Butler
BIRTHDAY PoEM, Nelson Haas
HARBINGERS, Lael Ely

PHOTOGRAPHS
CoveR
— The Dayton Public Library
INSIDE BACK CovER
— Dedication of the Monument, 1904

November, 1954

1103,

Act of October 3

A917,

authorized December 17, 1920.
Address all communications to

THE EXPONENT
UNIVERSITY OF DAYTON
DAYTON 9, OHIO

Page 1

On and Off the Campus
By the Editors

® On Thanksgiving Day let us
be really grateful to the Giver of
all gifts for the blessings that we
as a nation enjoy. Let us recall the
sufferings of those behind the Iron

Curtain and whisper a prayer that
their lot may change and peace

and happiness once more may
reign in those troubled countries.

Lét our prayer be that our nation
may continue to merit the favors of
heaven by a world leadership that
stands for the principles of justice
and decency and honesty and tol-

eration. May we not boast about
our national wealth and strength,
but humbly be grateful for these
gifts and make ourselves worthy
of heaven’s continued protection.
*

*

*

We are proud of our coaches,
Hugh Devore, Joe Sheeketski, and
Herb Dintaman and their varsity;
we are proud of our freshman
squad and their coach, Clive Rush;

we are proud of our band and the
marching coeds and their director,
Maurice Reichard; we are proud
of the Flyerettes and their director,
Bob Wood. See you soon in the
Fieldhouse where we will meet
Tom Blackburn and his Flyer basketball team.
a

%

*

Our belated congratulations to
Father Edmund Rhodes, dean of
Arts, and to Brother Joseph Mervar, registrar, on the silver jubilee
of their religious profession this
year,.1954. God bless them and
give them many more years of service in their chosen profession of

educator of youth.
*

*

*

On September 27 the New York

Times printed an article by Harrison E. Salisbury giving informa-

tion about slave labor in Russia.
For some time and until recently

Mr. Salisbury was the correspondent of the Times in the U.S.S.R.

What he wrote while in Russia
was not worth much because of
Page 2

Soviet censorship.

Now that he is

in this country he can write freely.
The writer says the slave labor
empire extends twenty-seven thousand miles east-to-west and two
thousand miles north-to-south. It
is “a fluid state and a super-state,
imposed upon the ordinary civil
apparatus with tentacles like those
of the octopus, doubling back on
itself and entwining half of Russia
in its grasp.” The administration
of this empire is the largest and
the most powerful organization in
the Soviet country.
The victims of this inhuman ma-

chinery are political prisoners, socalled. They are guilty of no criminal or political offense. They are:
seized under some pretext to keep
the prison empire on its wheels.
Their housing quarters are worse
than those used for political prisoners under the Czarist rule. “The
new Soviet jails keep light and
air at a minimum,” says Mr. Salisbury.
Whilst working, the prisoners
are herded together under guards
armed with tommyguns. Gangs of
women do the same work as the
men do and they are as heavily
guarded. “At one building the construction crew was almost entirely
women.

In our country people are mistreated but this action is not. offcial; it is punished by law. But in
Russia the government officials perpetrate such mistreatment systematically and on a gargantuan scale,

and they have been doing it for
decades. It is the treatment they
propose to deal out to other countries as they push their empire on
to new boundaries. What will they
do to us if they ever get over here?
We better have the Lord on our
side by our good Christian behav10r.
%

#

%

Generalissimo Franco formally
commissioned Our Lady of Dolors,
patron of Granada, as Captain
General of the armies with the
right to all the honors the rank involves.
*

=

aod

Our University is Ohio’s fastest
_ growing University.

This year we

have 4,735 students in the day and
evening classes, and this is 819
more than last year. The day enrollment jumped from 2,197 last
year to 2,581 this year, an increase
of more than 17 per cent. Last
year the increase was nine per cent

and the year before it was eight

per cent. Here is the detailed story
of the increase: arts, 30 per cent;
science, education and engineering

all have 28 per cent; business 10
per cent; technical institute 52 per
cent. In the day classes the ratio
of men to women is one coed to
four men, 2,057 men to 524 women.
The night enrollment of 1,761 is a
slight increase over last year’s
1,719.
*

%

*

Go over to the Spotlight Theater
on one of these three nights, November 19, 20 or 21 and see the

U.D. Players stage the comedy
favorite, “Three Men on a Horse.”
Students in the show are: Adolph
Jablinski, Charles Kehoe, Claire
Stevens, Bette Breden, Bob Tamaska, Charles Scott, Lloyd Root

and John Beck. For the benefit of
the freshmen the acting of these

U.D. Players is “terrific” if you
will allow us to be colloquial for

(Turn to Page 15)
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The Dayton Public Library
by John Morgan

@ Libraries and

art institutes

play important roles in the cultural
life of communities. When the library for the City of Dayton was
founded in 1805 the founders wrote
in the preamble to the constitution
of the first library: “Whereas the
establishment of public libraries

tends to promote useful knowledge
and is conducive to the good and
happiness of society, the subscribers .... do hereby associate themselves into the Social Library of

Dayton . . .” (Incidentally, a copy
of this first constitution is in the
files of the main library on East

Third Street.
)
We find some interesting quota-

tions in this constitution. Borrowers were assessed three cents for
“a drop of tallow or for folding
down a leaf and in proportion for
any other damage.” If someone
loaned a book to a person other

than a society member or if he permitted a book to be taken to a
schoolroom there was “a fine equal
to the value of one quarter of such
book.” Books were taken from the
library by lottery, an important
item, because returning the books
was optional except “on the first
Monday of January, April, July
and October at or before two
oclock in the afternoon.”
This first library was housed in
the log-cabin home of Benjamin
Van Cleve at the southeast corner
of First and St. Clair street. His
home also served as the city post
office. The incorporators were:
Rev. William Robertson, Dr. John
Elliot, William Miller, Benjamin
Van Cleve and John Folkert.

Van Cleve died in 1821. Then
Squire Folkert became the custodian and moved the books to his
office on the northeast corner of
Main and First street. The annual
dues were three dollars. To re-

Perusing the pages of the Dayton Journal for September 8, 1835
we find this advertisement: “Library at auction,” announcing the
passing of the Social Library that
had been a positive force in the intellectual life of Dayton for thirty
years. The advertisement appears
above these names: Henry Stoddard, John Van Cleve, and William
Bomberger.
The next decade was a period of
exceptional activity in Dayton’s library history. Six distinct libraries
are said to have been formed. They
were associated with such organizations as the Dayton Lyceum

(1832), the Mechanics Institute
(1833), and the Adelphian Society
of Dayton Academy (1837). In
these organization collections we
find essays, lectures and discussions vying with books to promote
culture in the citizenry of Dayton.
Very likely the number of books
was small and perhaps available
only to organization members, but
in the aggregate they influenced a
large number of readers.
The next step in the development of Dayton’s library, The Day-

ton Library Association (1847) was
larger in scope and more ambitious.
Annual fees were five dollars, life
memberships fees were thirty dollars and fees in perpetuity were
fifty dollars. This Association was
completed on January 12, 1847 with
Milo G. Williams as president, Dr.
John Steele as vice-president, Valentine Winters as treasurer, and
R. W. Steele as secretary. One
thousand volumes was the first purchase of books that were carefully
chosen and housed in the Steele
building near the corner of Third
and Main.
In 1854 we find the collection in
new quarters, the Phillips building
at the southeast corner of Main

lieve the chronic depletion of the

and Second. These rooms were ex-

treasury shows were given.

pressly designed as a library, so
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much so that they were regarded
as about the most convenient and
ornate library rooms in the state.
The main hall was huge with high
ceilings supported by Corinthian
columns. All for the price of two
thousand dollars. M. E. Curwen
was the first librarian and in the
following years librarians succeeded each other rapidly.
The Dayton Library Association
lasted till 1860 when the equipment and books were transferred
to the free public school library
which, under the direction of the
school board, had grown into a
strong competitor of the pay library. The fusion of these two
brought into existence the present
Dayton Public Library. Much of
the success of the library at this
time must be credited to R. W.
Steele who was president of the
Library Association for many years
and also a member of the Board of
Education.

The public school library, fused
in 1860 with the city library, was
organized in 1855. In 1853. the
State legislature enacted a law,
after a New York model, which
levied a tax of one-tenth of a mill

on a dollar to be used by the State
superintendent of instruction for
free libraries in school districts of
the state. The Board of Education
did not distribute the books among
the school districts but kept them
intact so as to form a nucleus for
a strong library. Books were selected froma state list and an early
collection of twelve hundred and
fifty volumes cost fourteen hundred
dollars. The location of the public

school library was the old United
Brethren

Building at

Main

and

Fourth. The first principal was
W. H. Buttefield, principal of the
second district school. Books could
be drawn only on Saturday.
In 1857 the library was taken to

(Turn to Page 22)
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Man Wanted
by John Reis

@ The car slid smoothly around
the corner. Benny flattened himself against the wall of the alley
entrance, trying to melt into the
bricks at his back. He could see
the hoods in the car, four of them.
The car went past, and he relaxed.

“Benny?”
“Yeah, Harry?”

“Some joint you got here, Harry.”
“You like it, Benny?” Harry asked anxiously. He wanted to impress his older brother with his
accomplishments.

“Yeah, but I got the car.”

“Fix's gang.”

“Telephone?”

“Who they hunting?”

“Yeah.”

“Me.”
“But why they hunting you,
Benny? You ain't done nothing,
have you?”
“Yeah. Killed one of Fix’s boys.
Big Nolan offered me twenty grand
for the job. I ain't one to pass up
an easy buck.”

“Benny?”

“Got any servants around the
place? Maids or butlers or anything like that.”

“Okay, Ill stay,” Benny said, as
if he had another choice. They
entered the house. A rumpled looking woman was standing in the

place?”

“Yeah, why not. Nobody looks

for you out on Long Island. Your
place’ll be swell, Harry.”

“I'm only doing this cause you're

my brother. Mabel won't like it if
she knows what you are. . . what

youre doing for a living. So we'll
just tell Mabel you're in the insur-

ance business.”
In-

surance,” Benny laughed shortly.
“Yeah, I’m in the insurance business.”

The house was middle class-ish.
A commuter’s home set on a street
of other commuters’ homes. As far
as was possible in such deadly uni-

formity, it reflected something of
Harry's personality from the neatly

“Well, uh, Mr. Benny, I'd like to
ask you a question.”
“Shoot.”

“So what kind is there? Life insurance, of course.”

Benny, this is my wife, Mabel.

“Would you sell me a policy?”

Benny is
Mabel.”

an

insurance’

man,

“Benny would like to stay with

“Yeah, Harry?”

“Mr. Jensen?”

“Mabel, this is my oldest brother
Benny that I was telling you about.

“Yeah, I’m an insurance Man.”

“Benny?”

Benny heard the door slam. He
slowly and carefully lowered his
feet from the couch where they
had been resting. Then he took his
hand and brushed away the dirt
marks his shoes had made.

“Td, uh, like to ask you just
what kind of insurance you sell.”

“Hello, Harry dear.”

“You still want to hide out in my

The days passed and grew into
weeks, and Benny still stayed at
Harry’s place. Every morning Benny and Harry would leave the
house together. And every day
when Mabel came home from her
bridge club in time to fix their dinners, Benny would be enthroned
in Harry’s favorite chair, his hat
over his eyes and a drink from
Harry's private stock in his hand.

“Benny. Just call me Benny.”

“Not on my salary.”

foyer.

“Yeah, Harry?”
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the rear.

“Yeah, like I said, some joint. It’s
so far from everything.”

“Who was it?”

“Yeah, that’s good, Harry.

trimmed front lawn to the vegetable garden and chicken pen in

us for a few days until he gets his
er, business connections settled.”
“Yeah, I'd like to stay.”

“Well, all right, dear,” Mabel
said. It seemed to her that Benny’s
rough speech would make him an
awfully poor insurance salesman,
but then one never knew about
people.
“You two had better go upstairs
and get washed, Harry dear, while
I see about dinner,” Mabel said,
and disappeared in the general direction of the kitchen.
“Yeah, I’m starved, Harry. What-

cha got good to drink?”

“Hey!” Benny sat bolt upright,
knocking his hat off his head.
“<

, whatever’s the matter?”

“Alright, sister, what’s your
game? Are you wise?” Benny shoved his hand in his coat pocket.

“Wise? Why no, Mr. Benny. I'd
just like to buy some insurance,
and since you are Harry’s brother,

I thought that it would be the
proper thing to get it from you.”
“Oh.” Benny’s hand brought out
a cigarette. He lit it haltingly, his
hand trembling. “I’m sorry, uh,

Mabel, that I can’t sell you insurance right now but...” He smiled

charmingly and lowered his voice
to a confidential tone, “I'll tell you
a secret that even Harry doesn’t

know. The boss has me out here
The Exponent

“Any other way out of here?”

on the Island working ona special,

secret project.”
“Oh,” Mabel gushed. “You know
for a while I thought you might be
sponging on my husband. You
know Harry is so kind and generous that he would just give you the

shirt off your back, I think sometimes.”
“Yeah.”
“I want you to know how relieved I am to find out that you
are working even if it is a secret
and I don’t have to suspect you
any longer of being a bum or
even,” she shuddered, “one of those
horrible gangsters.”
“Yeah.
night?”

What’s for supper to-

The park was typical of many
others in the borough area, a relatively small grass plot crossed by
gravel walkways, a multitude of
cast iron benches painted green,
and several too-small play areas for
the younger children.

“Not that I know of.” Harry was
beginning to tremble, now that he
realized their danger.
“They close the gate?”
“About ten on Sunday nights.”
“About seven now. Any place to
park their car?”

“The first legal place is about
three blocks down. Why?”
“Fix’s boys won't get hauled in
for a parking ticket when they're
hot for a murder. It'll take ’em
about five minutes to hike it back.
C’mon.”
Benny rose and walked down

the path — away from the entrance
gate. Harry jumped up and trotted after him. Benny figured on
about an hour anda half of twilight.

“Where, Harry?”
gate.”
November, 1954

Benny led Fix’s boys to the deserted and gloomy edge of the park
near the back fence. He had the
advantage of knowing his way

around the park. Every day for a
week he had walked these paths,
memorizing the layout.

Harry obediently put on a burst

of an inch.

“They just drove by the entrance

party did any shooting, he would
have half a hundred witnesses.

of speed. Fix’s boys ran all the
faster, trying to close the gap. Benny sawa path to his left. He knew
that it doubled back and came out
again on the main path further
down.

“Yeah, Harry.” Benny eased his

By now Benny's hat was level
over his eyes, his head turning,
searching. All he saw was the usual
weekend crowd: young couples
arm in arm, nurses and children,
old people soaking the sun into
their bones.

Fix’s boys

had closed the gap to about fifteen yards, but Benny was deliberately attracting too much attention
to himself to risk shooting. The
paths were still full of people here
in the center of the park. If either

“Give it all you’ve got, Harry,”
Benny yelled into Harry’s ear.

hat from over his eyes a quarter

“Those men in the car that we
hid in the alley from.”

Benny was trotting easily now,

jostling people aside.

side, wheezing as if he would drop.

“Benny.”

“What men?” Easing the hat up
another quarter of an inch.

“C'mon, Harry.” Benny walked
slowly away from them. Fix’s boys
look at each other and started toward him.

Fix’s boys were strung out now,
running almost in single file. Harry
was running heavily by Benny's

Benny was seated on his favorite
bench in the park. Benny had long
ago learned to vary his daily routine, but man is by nature a creature of habit. The long time away
from danger had dropped Benny’s
guard. So he sat on his favorite
bench this warm spring Sunday,
savoring the sun.

“You know those men we saw in
town?”

finger on them until they broke one
of the park rules.

“The gate’s the other way, Bennv.”

7

“So’s their car. Unless you want
to get killed in an ‘auto accident’
we better stay out of the street for
a while.”
“Here they come, Benny,”Harry

panted.

clubs for twenty or thirty years, and
suddenly has to run a long distance
in street clothes, he is at a slight
disadvantage. Fix’s gang were intent on running down the figure
ahead, whether it was Benny or
Benny’s pal.
Benny's main problem after he

Benny turned and looked. There
were three of them. They stood
just inside the gate, fanned out to
cover all avenues of approach,
hands in pockets, slouch hats pulled low.
The park guard looked at them

inquisitively.

“Run, Harry,” yelled Benny, and
shot off down the side path. Benny
doubted if any of Fix’s gang saw
him leave. If a man lives in night

He couldn’t lay a

left the main path was one of judging speed. If he came onto the
main path too soon, he would be
exactly where he was before, running in front of and being chased
by Fix’s boys. If he came out of
the side path too late, Harry and
Fix’s boys would be far ahead of

(Turn to Page 21)
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Disappearing River

I stepped into the room and
stood erect. The beams from my
flashlight were reflected off the
dark green, almost black water, illuminating most of the room.

by James McGuire

I
@ The chilling dampness of the
cavern made us shiver as we painfully crawled over the scraping
rocks. My hands and my legs were
worn raw.
I looked at the glowing face of
my watch: eleven thirty. For three
hours we were in the dense blackness of this cave; for three hours
crawling, scratching, clim bing
through this deceiving maze, and
we still hadn’t found the sink hole.
I heard Leon calling to me from
behind. I stopped.
“Hey, Frank!

Let’s take a rest.

carrying, and I set them on a rock,
our table provided by mother nature.

“Frank,” Leon said, “just how
far is it yet to the sink hole?”
“According to the map we're using the sink hole shouldn’t be more
than three-hundred yards ahead,”
I replied.
“I've been wondering, Frank.
What do you really think we'll find
when we swim through the hole
in the bottom of the pool?” Bob
ueried as he offered mea cigarette. I took the cigarette, lighting
it with the match he had just
struck.

I’m all fagged out, and besides my
stomach’s shriveling up from lack
of food.”
“Okay,” I said, and sat down
with a sigh of relief. I turned the
flashlight down the passageway so
that Leon and Bob could see better
to get over the rocks.

toppling forward. He clawed the
air in a frantic effort to save himself, and in the next moment he
landed on the ledge, falling heavily
on the side of his face. Whirling
around I grabbed the back of Bob’s
shirt to keep him from sliding over
the edge of the deep ravine. It had

been a close call all right, and we

Moist and glittering, these limestone icicles became iridescent as
rays of light shone upon them. The
sight was certainly one that would
thrill anybody.
Walking over to the edge of the
sink hole, Leon put his hand in the
water. Instantaneously he jerked
back his hand.

“This water is going to petrify
us when we go in,” was all Leon
could say.

Bob and I set our knapsacks on
the cold cavern floor.
I took out two jars of grease as
Leon, already in his trunks, walked
over to where I was sitting. He
took one of the jars and began
greasing himself in preparation for

a

the icy plunge he was about to
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They looked like two fellows
who had just been in a fight. Their
clothes were torn, and blood was
slowly oozing from the cuts in their
hands and legs; even their faces
were scratched. In fact the entire
left side of Bob’s face was clotted
with blood. He had been walking
along a narrow ledge seventy-five
feet above the river, shortly after
we entered the cave, and in the
thick gloom he had stepped on a
loose pebble which had sent him

“Holy smokes,” Bob burst out,
“look at the size of some of those
stalactites!”

a

=|

Pulling a waterproof flashlight
from the knapsack, I gave it to
Leon. Then I walked over to the
edge of the pool where Bob was
standing.
Pointing toward the bottom of
the pool, Bob said, “It really looks
dark on the other side of that
hole.” I nodded my head in assent.

Illustration by Pete O’Bryan

“That’s a good question,” I said,
taking a long drag on the cigar-

ette, “but your guess is as good as
mine. I’m hoping, though, that the
hole leads into a channel which
takes the river above ground. If it

doesn’t... .”

I

shrugged

my

shoulders.
II
“Bob! Leon! We're here!” I was
shouting my fool head off.
Suddenly a swarm of bats came

As Leon walked over, I told him
that we would wait for a half hour
for him to return. If he didn’t
come back by that time, then Bob
would go in after him.
Laughing at us, Leon said,
“Don’t worry; Tl be back.” And
with that he dove into the frigid
water. Down, down he went and
disappeared into the darkness of
the hole.
Bob and I weren't as optimistic
about this venture as Leon.

We

darting out of the huge entrance

sat watching the swirly circles of

As Leon and Bob sat down, I
pulled a few sandwiches and a

that opened into the big room. Instinctively I ducked, forgetting that
bats, with their radar-like system,

water as they became bigger and
bigger. Hardly a word was spok-

thermos bottle of hot coffee from
the knapsack which I had been

move most accurately
blinding darkness.

would never return.

were still rather shaky from it.
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It seemed as though Leon
The minutes

dragged by.

The Exponent

Bob began to grease himself. I
looked at my watch; twenty-five
minutes had passed.
I knew Bob was a_ powerful
swimmer, better than Leon, but
still I had to caution him. “What-

Mattie
by Carol Hilton

ever happens,” I said, “don't take
any foolish chances. If you think
you can't make it, come back!”
“Tll be careful, Frank, and I'll
be back.”
Bob’s sleek body glided into the
water. Again I watched a human
form vanish into the inky blackness of the opening.
I sat staring at the bottom of the
pool. Suddenly Bob reappeared.
He was struggling with all his
strength to come back through the
hole. He grabbed the edge of the
opening and tenaciously held on,
but slowly his fingers began to
slide from the rock and finally dis-

appeared altogether.
I had wanted to jump in and

help Bob. I had wanted to go to
the bottom of the sink hole and
pull him through the gaping hole,
but I couldn’t swim.
The last bubble had long ceased
to come to the surface of the pool;
two hours had gone by and still
no Bob, no Leon. Why did I
come? I can’t even swim. What
will I tell the folks?
Slowly and dejectedly I picked
my way back toward the entrance
to the cave.
I could see as I closed the garage
doors that the lights were on in
the front part of the house. I went
in through the back door in order
to avoid meeting anyone and went
directly to my room.
Two weeks have gone by since
the disappearance of the boys. The
parents were still hoping that their
sons would return unharmed.
The cool breeze from the bay

felt pleasant as I gave the kid at
the newsstand a nickel and took
the latest edition of Havre de
Grace Journal from the rack.

No! It can’t be, but it was, it
was. The headlines were right:
“Coast guard cutter picks up two
bodies in Chesapeake Bay. One
identified as Leon Switzer, the other unidentified.”
November, 1954

@ Mattie reached up and lit the
kerosene lamp. Although her neighbors had been using electricity for
a number of years she clung stubbornly to the old fashioned light,
for she felt that its warm glow was
friendlier than the harsh glare of
the electric bulb. The jutting tentacles of soft light, creeping away
from the one spot of illumination,
wandered around the room, their
wispy shadows not quite reaching
the far comers.
Mattie sighed, not a sigh of unhappiness or fatigue, or even of

loneliness, but rather a sigh of a
woman old in years and body now
becoming old in heart. She had
lived a good, full life and this she
knew. She had been young when
the country was young. She had
stood shoulder to shoulder with

more than half of them. She was
the beginning of a new country
that uprooted the trees and built a
civilization in their stead.
All of this Mattie remembered
as she put a kettle of water on.
She did not have many pleasures
in life now, she was too old, but
she enjoyed her cup of tea, the
familiar coziness of the big square
rocker, and the fluffiness of her old

cat. She walked heavily and wearily over to the chair and sat down,
coaxing the cat onto her lap. As
she gently stroked the furriness of
the animal she thought how tired
she was all of a sudden, how swiftly the years had flown, to tum a
young, healthy girl into a tired,
old woman.
She thought of Tom as she sat
and rocked, how one day the heart

in his big strong body seemed to
feel that its mission in life had
been accomplished. So she buried
the lifeless hulk that had been her
husband on the hill behind the
house next to the small graves that
sheltered what had been flesh of
his flesh. She placed a marker at
his head, turned her back, and
went on living.

her husband when he yielded the
heavy ax that bit into the trees and
made a clearing where there had
been nothing but sky, and trees,
and God. She had walked behind
him and dropped seeds into the

warm, moist, newly-turned, brown
earth. She had wept when he
wept, and laughed when he laughed. She had cried to the heavens
when they held back their rain,
and cursed them when they seemed bent on drowning the crops
almost ready for the harvest. She
had borne children and_ buried

She wrestled food from the
ground that she might feed her
body and those of her children.
She worked, and fought, and struggled with the meanness of life that
they might live. She laughed and
rejoiced over the good things of
life, and poured the love in her
heart into the molding of her children.
Now they had grown and scattered over the country. She had
given them all she had to give — so
much of her life—and they had
taken it and left. They had no
further need of her. She had grown
old and the young seemed to reject the old. It was funny, Mattie

(Turn to Page 9)
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@ Seventy-five per cent of Catholic high school students are not
in the Catholic system. Only a few
of these million and a half young

he CCD.

people receive religious instruction

regularly.

by Michael Smith

One of the purposes of the Confraternity of Christian Doctrine is
to aid in the religious education of
all the high school students outside
of the Catholic school system. The

St. Anthony Guild Press of Paterson, N. J., published a manual prepared by the Confraternity after
its seventeenth annual meeting in
New York, August, 1953.

The purpose of this manual is
to aid parishes in planning, organizing and operating a program of
religious education for public high
school students. The parish is for
its members the gate of heaven.
Through it they learn to know God
that they might love and serve him.
A person must know the good before he can do good and be good.
The Confraternity has for mission
to teach, to help people to know.
In the beginning of this twentieth century, St. Pius X insisted
that the CCD be canonically instituted in the parishes and Pius XI
indicated that “it should be the
best organized and in no way subordinate to any other parish
group.”

religion will be that of a child.
Evidently such a condition will
handicap the lives of these young
people because they will not be
equipped with adequate religious
principles.
It is very important for the success of this religious program to
develop a Parish CCD School of
Religion mentality in both students
and parents. Parishioners should
be aware of the fact that the parish
has an organization for teaching
the most important subject in education, religion. When a child is
old enough to go to school, he is
old enough to enroll in the school
of religion to learn the one thin
necessary. This school must be
planned and administered efficiently; the instruction program must
be on the same academic level as
that of the parochial school sub-

sa

The participation of the laity in

the teaching apostolates is always
presumed by the CCD. Today
parish priests find it necessary to
share their teaching assignment
with lay apostles through the CCD.
The teen-agers not in our Catholic
schools must be properly instructed to lessen “leakage” and to de-

velop informed and fervent par-

ishioners.

Boys and girls enter high school
as children, but they leave more or
less as adults. Teaching in high
school is carried on from an adult
point of view. Outside of the Catholic system of education our youth
receive no religious training, hence
they will graduate from high school
with an unbalanced point of view.
They will have something of an

Released time is one way to

carry out the teaching of religion
to Catholic students in the public
schools. In some cases it has
doubled the number under instruction. On June 1, 1925, the Supreme
Court said: “The child is not the
mere creature of the State. Those
who nurture and direct his destiny
have the right, coupled with the
high duty, to recognize and pre-

pare him for additional duties.”
This decision agrees with Catholic
teaching about the rights of parents in the field of education. The

adult’s outlook in the profane stu-

decision also expresses our consti-

dies while their comprehension of

tutional rights as Americans.
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On April 28, 1952, the U.S. Supreme Court held in a six-to-three
decision that the New York plan of
released time did not violate the
Constitution of the United States.
Those who ask for released time
should know the following points:
1. No public funds are used. 2.
No co-operation or coercion is used

on the part of the public school.
3. Classes are held off public
school property. This decision determined definitely that parents
have a constitutional right to request their local school board for
released time in a way that is substantially the same as the released
time in New York. The decision
does not oblige the school board
to grant any form of released time
for religious instruction.
To obtain released time have a
group of parents call on the superintendent of schools. Why? Because released time has its foundation in the rights of parents. An

Inter-Credal Committee (Protestant, Jewish, Catholic) may make it
easier to get the concession from

the school authorities because all
religions seek them. This union on
the part of citizens will make for
better public relations. With a
large number of students participating in religion classes the better
the chance for the continuation of
the program. Another aid is a release card on which parents signify
they desire their child to be released and they mention the place
where the child is to go for religious
instruction. The program of studies must be well-planned and the
physical set-up must be satisfactory.

Priests will not be able to reach
and teach this large number of
students in the public schools. Men

and women in the parishes may assist in the teaching of these CCD
religion classes. In fact the recent

Popes have urgently and emphatically asked for the lay assistance to

the hierarchy.
Who qualifies? Public high
school teachers trained in Catholic colleges are undoubtedly the

best qualified. Parents who have
(Turn to Page 21)
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On Learning to Drive a Car

of the road.” This in the calmest
of voices and without blinking an

eyelid was all her teacher had to
say. Nerves of Steel!!

by Peggy Haley
I'd never ride with

had introduced himself.) His smile

This encouragement came

was that very special one which all
men reserve for “those dumb girls.”
I tried to assume my — I-knew-itall-the-time, I-was-just-looking impression, and we drove to the first
lesson.

@ “Well,
you.

from my brother.

“Think of all the people you
know who are dumber than you
are and can drive a car. Then tell

yourself that if they can do it,
you can.” This bit of advice came
from my aunt and it sounded like
a good idea. After all, there was
— — —, well, anyway — — —, good
heavens, there must be someone
— — —. I hastily decided that I
would leave that idea till later
when I could think better.

“My wife is the best woman driver I know,” declared one of my
bosses, “and I never let her use
the car.”

“It's a snap,” a girl friend (or I
should say serveral girl friends)

That first day was pretty uneventful. Well, there was one little
thing. I was driving along the levee
and Dave suggested that I drive

up into a gravelled spot and tum
around. I complied with his wishes, though it seemed to me as if
the place must have been the beginning of the first wagon trail. I
was concentrating on the turning

when I happened to glance up and
notice that the edge of the levee

was approaching rather quickly. I
started to jam on the brakes, but
“teacher” had beat me to the draw

assured me. “Nothing to it, driv-

(or rather the push). We sat for

ing’s easy.”

a moment
breath.

In all the advice I received, and

I received plenty, one thing stood
out. The women all encouraged
me, the men were absolutely no
help.
“Why, my sister took driving lessons, and I still won’t let her drive
my car,” one boy warned me.

One of my bosses just looked at
me and said, “Ha!” That was all,
just, “Ha!” It was the tone of voice
that impressed me. It spoke volumes.

while

I caught

my

“Did that se-scare you?” I finally
managed to gasp.
“Nope,” was the calm reply. The

way he said it made me decide that
he had been waiting for me to
drive off the levee the whole time.
Other than that, it was an uneventful day.

Regardless of any advice, my
mind was made up. I was going
to take driving lessons. I would
learn to drive that car or know the
reason why.

The first commandment in the
driving teacher’s bible must be,
Thou Shalt Have Nerves of Steel.
The second is, Thou Shalt Have
Infinite Patience. Those boys have
got to have both. For instance, I
know one student who waited several minutes for a light to change.
It wasn’t until all the cars behind

Armed with this determination,
I showed up promptly at threefifteen on a certain Tuesday afternoon to meet my driving teacher.

honking that she remembered it
was a stop sign, not a light. Infinite Patience! Then there was

As we walked toward the car, I
immediately headed for the drivers seat.

“Maybe I'd better drive it out
today,” smiled Dave.
November, 1954

(Thus, he

her (naturally, it was a girl) began

Now, don’t get me wrong, gals.
I realize that in most instances women are far better drivers than
men. I just figure on getting in the
comments before they do. Anyway,
I understand that it’s mostly women who take driving lessons.
That proves something, but I’m not
sure what.
Don't let anyone kid you. Girls
can learn to drive just as well as

boys. And I hope that they lean
to drive better than some boys, I
know. Anyway, I did and I’m

glad. So move over you guys and
give me room. Here comes another
menace —
I mean woman driver!

MATTIE
(Continued from Page 7)
thought, how youth loved youth
and hated age. Perhaps because
the old were like a mirror reflecting what the young must grow to
be in order to complete the cycle
of life.
The water bubbled merrily in
the kettle, and Mattie knew it was
ready to be poured over the tea
bag. But, for some reason she felt
too tired to move. She did not
seem to be able to command her

body tonight. Perhaps if she sat
still a few minutes longer she would
feel more like getting up.
Mattie patted the cat and rocked to his purring.
Her eyelids
seemed too heavy to stay open. She
closed them and opened them, and
finally closed them forever. The

hand on the cat’s back dropped

away. The chair gently rocked a
few more times and stopped while
the kettle quietly boiled over.

the girl (naturally) who was turning left off Huffman Dam. There
was a car waiting on the left for

a light so she went around it on
the wrong side.

“Oh say, were

supposed to be on the other side

Win
THANKSGIVING... STUPID CUSTOM ISN'T tf
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Occupational Debut
by James Cosgrove

@ Whenever I happen to pass

by the rolling hills of a golf-course,

my thoughts wonder back to my
first experience on the verdant
links and, consequently, to my very
first job.
Up to the age of twelve my outof-school activities had been confined mainly to wasting time and
getting into mischief. This situation, of course, could not go on
forever. On my twelfth birthday,
June 29, 1944, my Dad jokingly
mentioned that now that I was
“getting up in years” it was about
time for me to start “earning my
keep around here.” He laughed
and then began to ramble on as
he had so many times before about

“when he was a boy he had to
...
I knew he wasn’t serious, but
for the first time his reminiscences
really affected me. I felt that there
was truth in what he said since I
had never really done anything
substantial to help the family budget. I resolved then and there to

go “job-hunting” the next day.
I didn’t sleep too well that night
and, while I tossed and turmed, I
was trying to decide what would
be my first undertaking in the
business world. I thought of delivering papers, and rejected the
idea as not allowing for personal
choice of working days. Cutting
lawns, pulling weeds, washing win-

dows — seemed distasteful. Finally,
I hit on the very thing. I would
be a caddy. I would get paid to
watch people knocka little ball

ever some beautiful countryside on
pleasant summer days. I would
meet nice people, do very little
work and make fabulous sums of
money. Moreover, it would be
democratic. I could work when I

I was up at eight o'clock that
morning and “rarin’ to go.” When
I told Mom of my plan to walk
the mile from our house to Ivy
Hill Golf Club to earn my first
day’s pay, she wasalittle dubious.
She made the three bologna sandwiches I asked for, however, and,
after uttering several futile observations on the difficulties connected with caddying, she declared
that she would let me go only to
teach me a lesson, namely, that
there

is

no

easy

way

to

make

money.
I arrived at Ivy Hill at ninethirty A.M. and immediately discovered that I wasn’t nearly so
bright and early as I had thought
I would be. There were at least
twenty-five caddies already standing in the yard in which I would
have to wait until a golfer was
assigned to my care. WhenI surveyed the group and saw the size
of most of the caddies, the confidence which I had felt seemed to
be drained out of me. They were
all “monsters” compared to me —
five foot, three inches, one hundred

and five pounds. I was tempted to
turn right around and head for
home but I couldn’t stand to admit
defeat that easily. “I may be skin-

ny, I thought, “but I'll show ‘em.
If my Dad could do it I can.” I
rolled my shirt sleeves up to my
biceps to impart a more masculine

appearance and ventured further
into the yard.
I was completely ignored. I knew
no one there and, consequently, I
stood for a whole hour alone and
in silence. Just for something to
do, I pulled out of my lunch bag
a large banana and peeled it.
Just then the caddy-master pointed

wanted, for as long as I wanted.

straight at me and yelled, “Hey

Why it would be more fun than

you, come here!” I was finally go-

work
—perfectly adapted to my

ing to get a job or a “loop” in golf

personality.

jargon. I consumed the banana in

Yes, caddying would

be my first job.

Page 10

three great swallows and_ timor-

ously advanced to the porch of the
pro-shop. “Son,” the man asked,
“how would you like a little job?”

As I imprudently nodded a quick
assent, he pointed to a huge stack
of leather golf bags. “Take these
over to the driving range.”
It took me at least an hour to
carry those bags, which were incredibly heavier than I had ever
dreamed, one by one up the hill
and over to the driving range. It
was just about lunch time when I
finally finished and I devoured my
remaining victuals with gusto. The
strength which I had lost in the
previous ordeal was revived by the
repast and even more by the belief
that my services of that morning
had brought me into the good
graces of the caddy-master. He
was certain to assign me to some

golfer who handed out tips like
water.

The hours dragged on, nevertheless, and each time the boss ap-

peared I thought it would be my
turn to go out on the links. All
those who had been there earlier
than I had long since gone. Even
those who had come later had gotten “loops.” “There’s no justice,”
I thought. By three-thirty P. M.
there were only three or four caddies in the yard besides me. The
caddy-master again appeared. This
time he motioned to me to come
over to the porch. “I have a nine
hole single for you, son,” he said,
as he thrust a gigantic bag on my
shoulder and a ticket which read

“Caddy fee to be paid on comple-

tion of game,” into my hand. This
was what I had been waiting for.
I was in business!
I heard the other caddies laugh

as they saw that Mrs. Slickner, a
very rich woman, but a very poor
golfer, was my first customer. I
soon learned the reasons why. First
of all, Mrs. Slickner had everything

(Turn to Page 21)

The Exponent

Controlled Hunting
by Robert J. Malcolm

@ On a beautiful autumn day
in November the hunting season

opened in the State of Ohio. The
weather was mild and the clear,
bright sun seemed to bring out the
russet and the goldenrod colors of
the fields of dried grass, thickets
and already harvested cornfields.

siderable research

and_ planning

were necessary to prevent the com-

plete extermination
game.

of

all

wild

A change is not necessary of the
basic concept of wildlife ownership, that is a wild animal belongs
to the individual who shoots or

By previous arrangement three

catches it. The European concept

companions and I met early in the
morning and promptly proceeded
to a place some five miles from the
nearest town to enjoy a full day
of hunting pheasants and rabbits.
We noticed many cars parked
along the roads as we proceeded

is that a wild animal belongs to
the person who owns the land on
which the animal has been shot or
caught.

to our chosen hunting spot. We ex-

pected that many hunters would
be out, but we all inwardly hoped
that we would be the only party in
the place we had selected. Were
we to be disappointed in this
hope? Of course we were. We
had just started with about fifty
yards between us when we heard
three rapid shots from the other
side of a small woods adjacent to
our field. We madea slight change
in direction and soon came upon
a little rise of ground. Beyond this

Game_ reservations of
large
tracts of otherwise useless areas
have been set aside in most states
today. These reservations are used
as a refuge for various animals and
migratory birds.
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spot we saw another group of four
hunters. This went on all day despite our efforts to move onto other

fields.
The dangers of this crowded
condition are obvious. A young
hunter who is quick on the trigger
for anything that moves, would be
very sorry after he had shot, only
to discover that it was another
hunter coming through the brush.
It could be any hunter, who after
shooting at a rabbit going over
a ridge or shooting at a low-flying
pheasant, would be shocked to see
at the last instant another hunter
in his line of sight.

Daily limits of certain kinds of
game a hunter may take, closed
seasons on these animals or birds
which are scarce and need to be
built up, and plugged gun magazines so that a hunter can shoot no
more than three shots at a time are
but a few of the restrictions designed to control the wanton destruction of wild game.

The emphasis of today’s hunting
laws has been placed almost en-

more are in the interest of game

tirely on game control, but little
on hunter control. These laws are
adequate in most states, since conNovember, 1954

Illustration by Elizabeth DeCurtins

All the laws above and many
conservation, but there is nothing
concerning the hunter, outside of
requiring him to be of age and to

purchase a hunting license. It is
with reluctance that I suggest a
system of controlled hunting be
borrowed from the law books of a
European country, especially a
control over a sport which Americans, ever since the discovery of

America, have considered at various times a livelihood to the pioneer, a method of eliminating a
menace to the Great Plains people
and eventually a luxury sport to
the present day hunter.
However I believe that the time
has come when a system should
be established, patterned from the
European system and modified for
use in this country.
Hunting areas of farm lands, industrially owned lands and state
and federally owned lands could
all be divided into small hunting
areas with definite boundaries for
each. Several of these areas would
make up a large unit, possibly
identified by the name of the nearest small town. These groups in
turn would be under one head and
would be identified by the county
or part of the state where they are
located.
The individual hunting areas of
this organizational structure are
the important additions to the present system and would require the
appointment of a_ representative
for each. This representative should
be a person of good reputation
within the community and who has
residence within the area. It would
be preferable to appoint a person
who is interested in hunting himself.

These representatives would

be responsible to the Office of the
County Game Warden. The farmer
or land owner, so appointed would
be responsible that only three
hunters assigned to this area by
the County Game Warden be allowed to hunt in his area and on

that day only.
(Turn to Page 22)
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THANKSGIVING MEMORIES
I must go down to the farm again,

To the barnyard and the pen,
And all I ask is a plump bird, and an ax to kill the hen.
’Though the bird cries, the ax flies, and the big bird
sprawls,
The deed’s done, yet just begun; for now the cook calls.
I must go down to the farm again,

To the kitchen and the cook,
And all I ask is a hot stove, and an old-time cooking book.
While the yams roast and the corn boils, and the fat
hen’s frying,
We'll have some fun ’til dinner’s done
—just can’t stand
there sighing.
I must go down to the farm again,
And here this story ends.
For all I ask is a good meal, with family and friends.
While the plates click and the children yell
“Pass the dish of dressing!”
There’s a pious look on Dad’s face as he
Asks God for His blessing.
—JOSEPH J. KUNTZ.

@
e
&
IN YOUR OWN SPECIAL WAY
Our pilgrim fathers sure did us a favor
When they brought on the turkey and dressing.
They gathered together to have a great feast
To thank God for His every blessing.
They didn’t realize, that day years ago,
Their feast would create a sensation.
For students this day has a special meaning,
“At last! we get a vacation.”
After weeks of study and mid-term exams
We leave the campus with a roar;

And after a meal that’s fit for a king,
Return weighing ten pounds more.
We follow the tradition set by the Pilgrims
When we celebrate this day each year.
But what is the true purpose of Thanksgiving Day
We sometimes forget, I fear.
For a faith that is strength, for a home filled with love,

For parents that help and guide,
For friends that are loyal; loved ones that are true,
For a God that can’t be denied.

Page 12

For hearts that are filled with happiness and joy,
And troubles that soon melt away;
For music and laughter and wind and rain,
For a sun that shines each day,
For a table that is full, for our family around us.
For teachers who help us to know,

For a country that’s great and a world that’s greater,
To our Creator our thanks should go.

Just look around you; these blessings are all there,
Not only on one special day,
But Thanksgiving Day is every day of the year —
If you say “thanks” in your own special way.
—MARGIE BUTLER.

2
BIRTHDAY POEM
Through a cobble-stone walk between
rows of red sage to the west,

I came to a lane with a picket fence,
A rose covered arbor and lovers’ bench.

A green-gabled roof and chimney of stone,
A lovely birch tree at the side of her home.
Larkspur and lilies and roses so neat
Have all gone to bed and are fast asleep.
The moon led the path from the gate to the hearth
’Twas a beacon of light to me in the dark.
A flickering candle through the window pane
Was a symbol of prayer which will always remain.
For she knelt by her bed on this happy day
To thank God for the gift of her own Birthday.
—NELSON R. HAAS.

HARBINGERS
The tree clings desperately to its last leaf
as if to hide its nakedness.

Feathered formations dot the azure sky.
A turkey, oblivious of his fate,
struts and preens before the flock.
The wind lofts a tattered butterfly.
These harbingers of winter seem to touch my soul
I stop and breathe a sigh —
Oh, autumn, with your blaze of colors; begone!
I long for spring.
—LAEL ELY.

The Exponent

“Brevities
MARY, MODEL OF PRAYER
@ When we go about learning
something there is a certain amount
of natural intelligence and capability taken for granted. But after
a certain stage, in fact very soon,
it is necessary for us to follow in
the footsteps of others who have
gone the same way. To excel in
physics one would study the theories of Michaelson or Steinmetz, or

if he were trying to develop a
style of writing, he would seek the
knowledge of the masters of com-

position.
Every one of us here on earth
has the capabilities for mastering

the art of prayer. We probably do
not consider this fact very often
or seriously at all so that when we
pray there is only a half-hearted

effort that is not much of a prayer.
If we would turn to others to learn
the methods of natural skill, it
would be logical to model our

prayer life after a master. It seems
to be our nature that learning is

easier when we have a pattern or
model to mold our own actions.
Prayer is one of our duties to
God. The New Testament has so
clarified our duties that if he fails,
man is very much at fault. And if
the New Testament stresses one
thing it stresses prayer. Now, all
of our petitions, our worship and
our thanksgiving are directed toward Christ, our go-between with
God the Father. It is the eternal

plan of the Father that we attain
“the adoption of children through
Jesus Christ unto Himself: accord-

ing to the purpose of His will.”
(Ephesians 1:5). Christ is God
and though He is truly man, humankind would most probably
November, 1954

ete
make an excuse of His divinity and
claim His teaching too difficult
and His example superhuman. People would rationalize and “discipline” themselves from imitating
Him. Saint Paul was aware of this
and here refers to Moses’ farewell

address. He speaks of those who
will say, “Which of us can go up

is lessened because Mary's prayer
is simple. When our petitions are
in line with hers, her confidence
will fortify our unbelief. Our prayers are said according to the mind
of Christ in as much as they agree
with Mary’s prayers.
—Harowip B. MusHENHEIM.

to heaven and bring Christ down

to us?” (Roman X: 6-9).
Mary has brought Christ down
to us. And disregarding all personal benefit she consented to give
birth to Him. This puts Mary .in
a very important place in our relations with God through Christ.

Mary is especially influential for us
when we pray in union with her.

She proposes her life as a model of
prayer. Her life, especially the latter part, was one of great activity

during the life of her Son and in

the early Church. Yet she prayed
always. And she can and will teach

us to pray. The message of the
New Testament is this: become
like to God the Father, through
the saving merits of Jesus Christ
(obtained principally through

prayer) under the guidance, influ-

MR. TV AT U. D.
@ A number of today’s television programs are tainted with
crime. You turn on your set and

see some type of murder or felonous act as the theme of the story.
This trend toward the glorification
of crime has become so noticeable
that Parent groups throughout the
country are trying to stop this evil
that is filling the minds of their
children with murder and robbery.

The question has become so controversial that it has come before
the highest legislative body in the
land.
Here at U.D. we have a man
who thinks he has an antidote for
this poisoning of the minds of our
youth. He is Mr. George Biersack,

ence, and powerful intercession of

who directs the shows for the Day-

the Blessed Virgin. She is not a
replacement who for the sake of
convenience to the timid soul removes the awfulness of the thought
of God. Nor is she a prim house-

ton Educational Television Foundation. The Foundation, which is

wife who supplies a charming extra
for the homespun effect.
Going to Christ through Mary,
however, requires something more
elevated than this outlook. Her
position is such that when our
prayers are united to hers, they

are seen in a new light. When our
prayer resembles hers, the difficulty of uniting belief to private life

supported by six school groups,
The University of Dayton, Sinclair
College, The Dayton Public
Schools, The Dayton Parochial
Schools, The Oakwood School System, and The West Carrollton
Schools, has as its aim to bring to
the children of the Dayton area
constructive as well as enjoyable
programs.

The talent which is seen on the
program is all volunteered. The
(Turn to Page 23)
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College Students and Politics
by Ray Wach

e A popular opinion around
many campuses is that politics are
too wicked for honest men and too
corrupt for intellectuals. There is
said to be little money in it, and
government service is too argumentative and troublesome for us
who have college training. The result is that same of our best people
never exercise their talents in the
field of government. They confine
their minds and education to their
own professions and abandon politics to people they admit are their
inferiors.

committees creates the impression
in the reader that membership in
left-wing clubs was a sign of future
government employment — almost

Just the opposite attitude should

The conclusion is that only the
poorer minds among the students
joined the campus: collective or its
equivalent. A few others may have
been dazzled by promises or ob-

exist. Everyone should be interested in good government and unafraid of serving in public office if
the need or the opportunity arise.
Popular misunderstanding — of
democratic government was clearly
demonstrated during the recent exposure of security risks in the State
Department. Hundreds, perhaps
thousands, of people were considered suspicious initially because of
some asininity commited in their

college days, such as joining the
Young Communists, Friends of the
Spanish Republicans, and_ similar

foolish groups. These people had
to clear themselves by testifying to
a change of heart, and everyone
knows how those who lied or evaded found themselves building the
political reputation of any Senator
or Representative who could check
files. What is especially striking,
however, is the great number of
policy-forming personnel, high
ranking in the government, who
had been misled back in college

a criterion of success.

Yet we may

safely presume
—indeed, we must
presume — that the average or better student did not join the Youn
Commuists, Buddies of Stalin, or
the other groups. Even in 1932 an
average intellect could discover the
truth that a depression does not
justify atheism or injustice, nor
will a series of wrongs make a right

or a Soviet Utopia.

tuse vocabularies, but being duped
is no evidence of intellectual astuteness on the part of the dupee.
Naturally, there were probably a
small per cent who were emotionally bewildered.
If this is the caliber of personnel that could succeed so well in
the government, none of us need
feel shy about entering the field
of public service. In fact, the very
success of these people indicates
that good students are not only
wanted, but needed.

Naturally, there is more to poli-

These people succeeded in government in spite of the fact that
they were politically more foggy-

tics than the negative virtue of recognizing a delusion when we see
one. Perhaps the most necessary
quality needed at the present time
is that of being liberal. Every college student, by reason of education if not inclination, should be a
liberal in the true sense of the word.
In the semantic chaos of current
writings, the word “liberal” has
come to mean a narrow-minded,
opinionated person, unwilling to

minded in college than even the
most hopeless Dayton occupants of

admit any absolutes, doctrinaire
without first principles, “his feet

the SUB.

planted firmly in mid-air,” as Bishop Sheen has remarked.

years.

Just reading through the hours
of testimony before Congressional
Page 14

Being able to quip wittily about

basic rights in order to avoid defining or defending them does not
make onealiberal, although it will
gain one recognition as such on
campuses like the Universities of
Chicago, Harvard, and other antisectarian universities. Just being
indifferent doesn’t make one a liberal either.
A Catholic political scientist remarked centuries ago, speaking of
the Church: “In essentials, unity;
in non-essentials, liberty; in all
things, charity.” This is an excellent motto for a true liberal. It
sums up the liberal attitude and
gives proper consideration to the

two aspects of liberalism neglected today.
Knowing the difference between
right and wrong is more important
to a true liberal than his individuality in matters of a non-essential
nature. We meet “liberal” people
who believe that morality is relative to environment; they call
themselves “broadminded.” They
are not broadminded; they are mixed up. They have no principles to
be broadminded about. This quality of a liberal, being positive about
essentials, is deliberately underplayed today. Dr. Oppenheimer
told a lengthy and circumstantial
story about espionage to a general

in charge of security, and then admitted under oath later it was a
“complete fabrication of lies,” yet
some defend Dr. Oppenheimer as
a liberal. A man is not free to be
immoral. Alger Hiss was found to
be an espionage agent, yet our Sec-

retary of State at that time said he
would continue his friendship with
him. A man is not free to be traitorous. Some hold that Spain is
fascist because the Nazis helped
liberate it. By this “guilt by association” standard, the United States
is Communist because the Soviets

helped us. Standards of morality
(Turn to Page 22)
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A DAY ON THE OTHER
SIDE OF THE DESK
@ The modern educators advise
that one learns by doing. The fac-

ulty at U. D. must certainly believe
in this principle because forty-nine
prospective teachers among the
sophomore, junior and senior classes, were out “learning and doing”
a few weeks ago.
Mr. Di Pasquale, the principal at
Emerson School, planned a workshop for his staff on the consecutive Wednesday afternoons of October 13 and 20. In accordance
with his plans he sent an SOS to
the university education office requesting forty-nine student substitute teachers to “try their wings”
in the absence of his regular staff
members.
Mrs. Ruhmschussel, the Coordinator of Field Experiences, made
the necessary arrangements with
the upperclassmen volunteer teachers to assemble at the Emerson
School auditorium on the appointed days for classroom assignments
and last minute instructions.
An air of excitement, suspense

and tension permeated the hushed,
polite conservation of the group assembled for Mr. Di Pasquale’s discourse. The brief instructions informed the “teachers” that the
afternoon session would end at
two-fifteen. The group dispersed
at twelve forty-five and the remainder of the afternoon is history.
The resulting reports were varied and interesting. Barbara Morin emerged from her classroom
with a new respect for the fourth

broke in her hand. Even with a
broad smile and much effort Miss
Morin could not open the door.
Quietly a gallant young man brushed past her, touched the knob in a
magical manner and liberated his
anxious classmates.
Martha Jauch enjoyed her afternoon with the Kindergarten tots.
She reported that, “We sang, played games, ate lunch, dramatized
records, and worked puzzles.”
When Martha requested help to
push a slide from the adjoining
hall into the classroom, all the children ambitiously cooperated in the
task.
Quick organization for
“turns” and a few rides — then the

large piece of equipment had to
be taken back to its proper place.
This time the slide was weighty
and the job seemed more laborious. After investigation Martha
discovered a few five year olds had
“come along for the ride.”
Ruth Ann White seemed quite
happy in her role of first grade
teacher. She stated, “I like the
idea of making games and fun out
of everything we do.” Janet Farra’s
choice was the third grade. She
reported, “The boys and girls were
very cooperative and_ helpful.”
Could a teacher wish for anything
more?

it that way.” Perhaps children, as
well as teachers, must come to
recognize and appreciate individual differences.

Marilyn Johnson found a basic
principle of child growth quite evident in her third grade charges.
“They are at the inquisitive age
... they want to know about everything.” Jim Schiller is not at the
inquisitive age, nor does he want
to know everything but it would
satisfy his curiosity to discover

what caused the boy-girl fracas at
dismissal time in his classroom. It
proved to be a dramatic ending to
a pleasant afternoon.
The recorded comments on this
page are but a few of the reports
from the participants in the actual
classroom experiences at Emerson
School. Each substitute teacher
had a chance to experiment and
work with a class. This practical
experience serves to augment and
enrich the training of professional
teachers.

ON AND OFF CAMPUS
(Continued from Page 2)
a minute. See you at the Spotlight Theater in the Student Union
Building this weekend.
*

Joan Leff discovered one trick of
the teaching profession when she

referred to her temporary class and
said, “I tried to call them by name
and speak to them individually.”
Margaret Haley felt that her class
had “mixed emotions” about her

*

*

The Daytonian Staff asked us to
give them a plug in this issue. They
want all you students to subscribe
to The Daytonian. The price is six
dollars, but just think of all the
fun you will have in after years
when you show your children and

status as a substitute. “They seemed to respect me but they kept in-

your great-grandchildren what you

As she attempted to

dismiss her class, the door knob

forming me that teacher didn’t do

you went to U. D.

grade child.

November, 1954

did and what you looked like when
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trom the Cditor’s Sona e SERGEANT LOTT — TYPIFIES
ATTITUDE OF R. O. T. C. STAFF
@ At the University of Dayton, every male student enrolled in the R.O.T.C. program, particularly
those in the advanced course, are cognizant of the

fact, either by having attended another college or by
a comparison of notes with students on other
campuses, that here on the hill, we have been blessed
and fortunately so, with a staff of military men and

officers far superior to many who offer their teaching
services and army experiences at other American

of unmatched humor, courage and ability — but more
than all, a man to whom they could readily take their
problems, grave or small, in time of need.
Men like Sergeant Lott—those who can find

time to smile in the face of adversity; men who have
learned to “take it on the chin” and come back fighting, are those after whom we would all do well to
pattern our lives.
They are the caliber of “fighting men” on the

military staff at the University of Dayton who have

universities.

helped considerably in boosting America to the envied
position we now enjoy in the modem world.

In our military staff headed by Lieut. Col. Cyril
D. Sterner, we have found, despite our respective
class, division, or our own personal aptitude in the
study of military science and tactics, a group of men

It is they we salute for their painstaking effort
in the patient development of the many untrained
R.O.T.C. students with whom they deal.

ever-ready to offer every possible assistance and bit

These, we feel, are sufficient reasons why all of us
enrolled in the R.O.T.C. program feel justifiably sin-

of advice upon solicitation by the students of military
science.

We have come to realize that all of these men,
despite their rank or their years of service with the
United States Army, mentally share one common

objective —that of properly equipping each U.D.
student enrolled under them with a necessary knowledge of military science that may one day prove to
be a valuable asset.

cere in declaring “hats off’ to “Sarge” and to all
those with whom heworks —for all of us in the
advanced course have found in him and in our
entire military staff the qualities and the marks of
gentlemen, capable military leaders and true, faithful
friends with whom we are proud, as a group, to be
associated.

So very typical of our exemplary staff is S.F.C.
Clinton E. Lott, a veteran of World War II and the

A RENAISSANCE ON THE HILL

Korean War —a soldier who has proudly worn the

bers and to a large percentage of the student body

uniform of his country since 1942. Serving in England, France, Germany, Luxembourg, Holland and
Japan as an infantryman and medic, Sergeant Lott
was among the troops that met the Russians at the
Elbe river during the Second World War.
At the University of Dayton, “Sarge” has acted
in every capacity from instructor to supply sergeant

and in more than one instance he has willingly and
very capably played the difficult role of “father, advisor and confessor’ to the bewildered student seek-

ing his counsel.
Advanced R.O.T.C. cadets from U. D. attending

@ How apparent it has become to faculty mem-

that at the University of Dayton there has been a
sudden “rebirth” of spirit, both in the academic realm
and in curricular and co-curricular activities.
We are developing at U. D. an attitude among
the students of which not many American colleges
and universities can boast. Perhaps this is due, in a
large measure to the “over night” increase in our
enrollment, which subsequently brought to our university, students from virtually every state in the

Union; students with varied interests and people who
harbor a firm feeling of pride in the school they have
chosen to attend.

the six-week training course at Fort Campbell, Ken-

Perhaps the once stagnant attitude toward will-

tucky last summer, returned even more fully convinced that in Sergeant Lott they discovered a soldier

ingness to participate in projects of the University,
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now converted into a spirit of initiative and readiness
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on the part of the student body to constructively contribute toward common goals, is due in a larger sense

to the changeover in the attitude of those students
who commute. Whatever the initial cause, it is most
welcome and perhaps a bit overdue.
U. D. never was, nor will it ever be a place where
we can “put in time” for five or six hours each day.
Fortunately, it is not looked upon by the students
who attend, nor should it be, a place where they can
conveniently “hang their hats” from eight till five daily
and leave at the termination of the school day completely apathetic toward the many ambitious, worthwhile goals U. D. is endeavoring to fulfill.
Let us be thankful that here we have a student
body that has come to a realization of the fact that
their school was founded on the very finest and
permanent of constitutions . . . the words of Our
Lord and Savior: “Go Ye therefore, teach Ye all
nations.”
In addition, our motto effectively reminds us that
the University of Dayton, in its endeavor to fulfill
these principles, exists “For God and Country.”
Now that we have grasped the true meaning of
what our University should mean to us and now
that we have finally achieved that goal toward which
every university strives and relatively few successfully
attain, let’s resolve collectively to continue our united
effort in order to insure that our new birth of spirit
will never die.
U. D. has not ceased to grow, nor has it reached
its full development. Not many institutions can boast
that after one hundred and five years of existence
there is still room for expansion.
By identifying ourselves with our school, by
taking an active interest in its projects and by nurturing that “new” spirit of enthusiasm in all that we do,
academically or otherwise, we have in a big way,

helped lay the foundation for U. D.’s future development. We have taken another step forward in grow-

ing with U. D. by helping U. D. to grow.

THERE'S ONLY ONE ANSWER
@ Why is it such a difficult task to find a park-

ing place in the student lot and why is entry to or

appointed by the student council president, whose
job it was to study the situation and come up with a
satisfactory solution.
When we observe the difficulty from every possible angle and when we hear in council and in the
hallowed halls the numerous complaints of varied
nature concerning the student lot, we cannot help but
reflect on one small bit of philosophy . . . “the world
has always been blessed and religion aided most by
those who do things and not by those who merely
talk about them.”
The time has come for all of us to stop talking,
put away the “crying towel” and doalittle acting.
We have, to date, exercised no spectacular effort
to bring this problem under control. It is not a major
issue as we have built it up to be, nor does its solution
lie beyond our reach. The answer lies with those
U. D. students who benefit by using the lot, which is,
in reality, a courtesy extended the student body by
the University.
If, collectively, we one day decide as we enter
the student lot, to give our fellow student a little
consideration by heeding the “one way” signs which
have been erected for reasons other than decoration,
and if we decide to park as close to and in the same
direction as the adjacent car is parked, our “weighty”
problem will have been solved.
This, after all the committee reports are made
known and all the “pros” and “cons” have been
weighed, is the one simple answer.
No committee of councilmen on earth will ever
be able to come up with the satisfactory remedy, if

basically, the people who use the parking lot refuse
to cooperate.
Our job now, is to give this plan of “mutual cooperation” the ten-day trial or maybe even the thirtyday test.
How delightfully refreshing it will be for the
student who one day enters the lot at seven forty-five
A.M. and for once in his career at U.D. finds a
parking place a little closer to Chaminade Hall than
the Engineering building because his fellow student
wasa little considerate in the manner in which he

parked.

exit from the lot always such a congested and complicated affair?

How relieved we will all be when we can one
day feel confident we are not putting our lives in
jeopardy by driving correctly down a one way lane.

These and a few other questions pertinent to
the parking situation on the campus, are ones we
have endeavored to answer and ultimately solve for
the last two years.

In unity there is strength. At U.D. we have
unity. We have proven to our city that here on the
“hill,” we have a strong, cooperative spirit, without

To date we have had little success, despite the
earnest effort of numerous investigating committees
November, 1954

which our Homecoming parade and other major
projects of the past would never have been possible.
—Ep FLYNN.
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AN EARLY START
@ This year, the Student Senate again will head

the annual Christmas project here at U. D.— Operation Joy. For new-comers, Operation Joy is a schoolwide charitable work consisting of bringing joy at
Christmas time to those in the city who are needy

or unfortunate. This year it will include filling baskets
with canned goods given by the students; parties at
Orphanages, hospitals, old-folks homes, etc; money

collection for food for the needy; collection of toys;
spreading the Christmas Spirit here on campus, with
a crib, carols, etc., and an assembly and children’s
party in the fieldhouse.
These various jobs are taken over by individual
clubs here on campus. However, it seems that the
majority of the work—and there is a tremendous
amount involved in a project of this sort — always falls
on a certain few people. This year, we beg each and
every student to do at least one little thing, whether
it be the giving of a nickel or dime or the heading of
one of the committees. Our aim is to make every
student at U. D. aware that there is such a thing as

“Operation Joy.”
—ANNE FLYNN.

AN UNFORGETABLE “FEMME FATALE”
@ The difficulty in describing this individual lies

in the fact that you could write a book and still not
bring her vividness to mind.

The first time I met this young lady, I knew it
was the beginning of a strong friendship or the
reverse. Her name, Jane Lynn, suits her demure
sophistication. She’s tinier than most females her age,
has short, straight honey-brown hair, a snow-white
face with pinchable pink cheeks, full lips, huge
brown eyes, and long, long lashes that curl almost

eye-rolling, lash-waving female. The first time I saw
this spectacle I was quite amused and watched carefully just to see how far she'd get. Nevertheless, men
are noted suckers, and this was only the first of many
who fell for her charms.
Another of her male-attracting devices is the way
she naively dances into a room, knowing full well
there are gentlemen present. She looks up, very
startled, and the deep pleasure colors her face WHEN
those present ultimately compliment her gracefulness. Oh, my, that Jane Lynn is really the one!
At this point, you may be wondering to what
height our friendship, if any, has attained. Despite her
many flirtations with my men, we are still the very
best of friends, for Jane Lynn, you see, is only four
years old! !!!
—Mituti ToMANocy.

LIFE WITHOUT EUCLID
@ What students of the lower realms of mathematics could ever imagine a geometry without Euclid?
There are probably very few. I could never have

done so myself. Even in my wildest moments (there
were many) the thought that Euclid could be wrong
never entered my mind. My teachers made it absolutely clear that Euclid was correct—that there could
be doubt about the straightness of straight lines or
the existence of parallel lines. Thus the first time I
met non-Euclidian geometry, my faith in teachers
was shattered. To my mind it is a good thing few

people ever meet it. Otherwise our world would be
filled with faithless men and women, doubting the
word of those who have taught them.
My first introduction to non-Euclidian took place
at Math Club. I shall never forget it. The speaker
drew some silly pictures on the blackboard and an-

to her forehead. You can see that she is quite a gal!

nounced the topic for the evening
—non-Euclidian

I live in the apartment below Jane Lynn, so I

geometry. Then she went into her explanation. In
the end it amounts to what I’m going to tell you.

come into contact with her almost daily. Inevitably,
she manages to be around when I have a date. When
the fellow enters, she immediately becomes a smiling,
Page 18

It seems that some men who came after Euclid
decided that his world, and thus his geometry, was

The Exponent

not good enough for them.

This is ridiculous.

If

Euclid was satisfied with a flat world, they certainly

could have been. Some people never leave well
enough alone. Anyway, to make a long story short,
they invented all sorts of odd-shaped worlds of their
own. It’s a wonder they didn’t think of a polka-dotted
world.
One of these new worlds is something that looks
like two pears grown together at the large end. It

was partly invented by a Russian. He probably wanted to do something no one else had done. This man
admitted that Euclid’s straight line was the shortest
distance between two points. However, his straight
line was not straight. He went on further to say that
through a given point two lines could be drawn
parallel to a given line. Every high school sophomore
knows better. I feel this way about it—if he can
see how to get two lines through a given point parallel
to a given line in his world, it’s his privilege. After
all, it is his world.
Another world was invented by a man named
Reeman. I must admit this world is sensible
—more
so even than Euclid’s. Who ever heard of a flat
world? In Reeman’s world straight lines are not
straight either. As a matter of fact they are circles,
all intersecting one another in two places. This means
that there are no parallel lines in Reeman’s world.
We might compare Reeman’s straight-circular lines
to a round square and meditate on the idea for a
while.
After this explanation I began to think. If Euclid
was wrong, why do we still force him on the younger
generation? If he was correct, mathematics has deteriorated to a toy of day-dreamers who make up their
own worlds. Going by this last statement, I have
chosen the correct field of endeavor. I too shall invent

a world. It surprises me that other mathematicians
(who are all lazy souls) have not also thought of this.
My world would have nothing to do with mathematics, for mathematics is work. My world is to be
made entirely of foam rubber. It will be wonderful
to lie on that foam rubber all day and get rich by
thinking up new and better worlds. Well —it’s my
world, isn’t it?
—JOANNE SCWHELLER.

A VISIT TO SOME EUROPEAN SHRINES
@ What an excited feeling! There we were standing on Paris’ Champs Elysee and just eighteen hours
earlier we had been on Fifth Avenue in New York.
After visiting the beautiful Cathedrals of Chartres,
Tours, and Poitier, we arrived in Lourdes. The candlelight procession and midnight Mass left us all glowing.
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The following afternoon we attended the ceremony at the baths and the blessing of the invalids.
Before leaving on the third day, we visited the Boly
Mill, the cachot, and the house where Bernadette
was born. We stopped at Biarritz before crossing the
border into Spain. Once there, we stayed at San
Sebastian and Salamanca before entering Portgual.
Fatima is one of the most impressive places we
visited. The outstanding feature of our stay in
Fatima was the visit to the parents of Francisco and
Jancinta and shaking hands with them.
From here we went to Lisbon and then back into
Spain to see Madrid and Barcelona, where we went
to the Bull Fight. The two shrines we visited in
Spain were at Saragoza and at Monserrat. It is at
Saragoza where, tradition has it, Our Lady appeared
to St. James in 44 A. D. while she was still living.
We left Spain
France. We arrived
festivities of Bastille
Salette and one of

and motored to Montpelier in
in Grenoble in time for all the
Day, July 14. We drove to La
the most out-of-the-way places

where Our Lady appeared. It took fifty minutes driving straight up the side of the mountain to reach the
shrine in the clouds.

After a short stay in Nice, we continued on to
Pisa and then — Rome. The one disappointing feature
of the whole tour was that we arrived too late for
the day of our scheduled private audience with the
Pope. We contented ourselves with receiving the
Papal Blessing six times in the Square at Saint Peter’s.
After Rome, we went to Florence and to the
romantic city of Venice. We motored next to Verona,

famous for the love history of Romeo and Juliet, and
to Lake Como, then across the Swiss border into
Lucerne. From here we returned to Paris via Ars,
Paray-le-Monial and Nevers. Before leaving Paris
for London, we made an excursion to Versailles, Rue
du Bac, and Lisieux.
During our three days in London, we made a
side trip to Aylesford and the Carmelite Priory where
the Blessed Virgin gave the scapular to St. Simon
Stock in 1251. While there, we had tea in their
famous Pilgrims Hall.
From London we flew to Dublin and thence to
Knock to paya visit to the shrine. During our eight
days in Ireland, we visited Cork, Limerick and Killamey, where we made the tour of the Ring of Terry.
After two months of visiting the shrines of Our
Lady in seven different countries, we were very, very,
very glad to return to the United States.
—BARBARA SMITH.
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“Pandom “Remarks...
by J. Matthew Haley

A SHORT INVESTIGATION
OF A MUSICAL TERM
@ A few Sundays ago, Ed Sulli-

van’s Toast of the Town presented
a feature billed as “Jazz versus
Longhair,” a rather soporific endeavor starring Pearl Bailey and
Robert Merrill. The idea itself is
nothing new, as bad jokes have
been made for years about the relationship of jazz to classical music,
but this act was particularly distressing in that the “jazz” element
seemed to consist of Miss Bailey’s
singing her latest record releases.
It is hard to see where Sullivan’s
writers came up with the idea that
Pearl Bailey is a jazz artist. Our
guess is that they think music
which isn’t classical, qualifies as

jazz.
The answer to their mistake lies,
naturally enough, in that word —
“jazz.” Without delving extensively into dialetics and semantics, we
would like to pass along Dave Brubeck’s definition of jazz. “Jazz is
an improvised music, based on
European harmonies and African
rhythms.”
Jazz is not a music different in
degree from other music, but a
whole new art form in itself. Incidently, it is America’s only original
contribution to the arts. In breaking down. the classical division between composer and performer, in
which the composer has creative
function and the performing artist
is little more than a machine, jazz
sets each musician free to interject his own personality and ideas
into the group effort through im-

provisation.

In improvising, the

Improvisation is not limited to

jazz, nor is it the only facet of jazz.

this past summer saw some real
progress made. At Newport, Rhode

The other factor which cannot be
divorced from this music is the
beat. Disregarding all the complexities involved in the various

Annual Newport Jazz Festival was
held. Groups of jazzmen of every

possible rhythms, the main consideration is that it “swing.” Swing
cannot be defined, it must be felt.
As close to a dictionary definition
as we are likely to come is: “a
quality of rhythm in which each
beat leads to the next.”
The tremendous emotional lift

felt by jazz musicians and aficianados in the presence of a driving,
pulsing band beggars description.
It is primitive, exciting, and intoxicating. And more wonderful still,
if against such a background we
find a thoughtful musician, bringing to life his own imagery of
sound, never heard before, and
never to be heard again, because
it springs from the musician’s
thoughts and feelings of the moment.

This, then is the true jazz feeling. It may take many forms,
from the clamoring excitement of
Gene May] to the subtle introspectionism of Lennie Tristano.

the place of jazz in culture. To

everyone's staggering, falling-down
surprise, the festival was a great
success, both artistically and financially. The Festival was a financial
success in that fifteen thousand

people attended where only five

thousand were hoped for. It was
an artistic success because the
moving forces behind the Festival,
notably Stan Kenton, made no
compromise about the music which
was presented. This was the real

jazz, not watered down in any
way. The audience, made up of
equal parts of avid jazz followers
and uninitiated natives of Newport, seemed to sense that the musicians were not performing in any
tongue - in- cheek, condescending
manner.
The Festival was hailed in various quarters as proof of jazz’s

coming of age.

Jazz has been

around for over a half century
without receiving this glimmer of
approbation. True enough, the
Twenties were called the “Jazz

in foreign lands, jazz receives its

Age,” but they were confused even

greatest acceptance in Europe. To

then about what this “jazz” was.
After all, Al Jolson made a motion
picture called “The Jazz Singer,”
and Paul Whiteman, of all people,
was hailed as the “King of Jazz.”

Americans the word “jazz” has unpleasant associations — of dope addiction, F. Scott Fitzgerald and
dimlit rathskellers haunted by the

spectral forms of drunken musicians, curiously resembling Bix Bei-

derbeck.

around
this
theme
his
thoughts, his own ideas.

The way from the wilderness is
a long, crooked winding one, but
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persuasion were presented, from
Dixieland to the avant garde moderns. The week-end was capped off
bya lively, critical discussion of

But characteristically, the Great
American Public disowns her offspring, the stepchild of the arts.
Like the old saw about the prophet

soloist takes a stated theme —a set
of chord changes, and weaves
own

Island, on July 18 and 19, the First

Stanley Newcomb Kenton, regarded by many to be the single
most important figure in jazz, recently went on tour witha collection of top flight jazz artists. The
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tival business seems to be getting

Benny was first up; hit his man
once on the head with the revolver
butt, and tore out after the other

a bit overdone). A handsome bro-

two.

show is billed as “A Festival of

Modern American Jazz,” (his feschure is hawked at these concerts,
in which M. Kenton has set down
some remarks for the edification of
anyone who cares to pay a fabu-

lous sum to read them. Instantly
pawning our collection of pidgion — blood rubies, we invested in
the pamphlet, which yielded up—
“In spite of the hazards to which
jazz has been subjected in_ its
growth, we can now celebrate its
victory. Jazz has served its apprenticeship and is blossoming into
independent maturity.”
M. Kenton says it so succinctly,
that all we dare add is:
NEXT WEEK — EAST LYNN
©
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WANTED MAN
(Continued from Page 5)
him. If his timing was correct, he
would come out just as the last of
the gang went by. Then he and
Harry would have Fix’s boys between them and could handle them
pretty easily.
He ran easily, watching the path
before him. The path doubled
back on itself and up ahead Benny
could see the main path.
“Hope — I — make —it,” he

grunted aloud as he ran along.

Harry ran past the entrance to

Harry was making his stand. He

was backed up against the rear
fence of the park, his chest heaving, his face gone ash-white. Fix’s

boys wouldn't dare shoot.

Not

three feet from Harry’s back was
the boulevard, clogged with Sunday traffic. So it was kill or be
killed with bare fists.
Harry had a huge rock in his
right hand, his arm cocked, ready
to throw it or hit with it. The two
remaining members of Fix’s gang
circled warily, trying to penetrate
his guard.

Benny

approached

_noiselessly

from the rear, jumped his man
high, and went flying over him
when he ducked. Benny rose on
all fours, burned, bruised, and
bloody, to take the charge. His
man came at him feet first. Benny
drove into him low, and his charge
carried them both out to the path.
His man swung, Benny ducked
and came up inside with a right
uppercut. The fight was over.
Harry was sitting on his man,
examining various wounds he had
received. The rock lay by his side,
covered with blood.

“Dont worry; I hit him easy.
He’s still alive,” Harry grinned.
They sat in silence, bandaging

their wounds, trying to make them-

twenty yards away. That would
make him come out at about the
right time. Benny worked his revolver loose from the lining of his
coat pocket and gripped it tightly
in his hand.

selves
home.

Benny could tell by the wordless
howl of the gang member in the
lead, the increased tempo of his
legs, and the fiendish grin on his
face. One passed. Two_ passed.
Here goes nothing.
Bennys timing was good; too
good. He ran right into the last
man, sending them both sprawling
clear off the other side of thepath.
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decided to go for another nine
since she was, “playing so well to-

day,” as she put it.)
When we finally got to the clubhouse I was dragging the golf bag
on the ground and I was just about

ready to join it there. I was sustained only by the thought that

Mrs. Slickner would certainly spare
no expense to reward “the cutest
and best little caddy she ever
had.” Just before I handed her my
ticket, however, I noticed some
italicized print on its back. “No
tipping allowed,” I read with tears
in my eyes. She gave me the three
dollars that was my due, said
“thanks” and walked over to the
clubhouse for a very dry Marini.
By that time it was six P. M. and
the hardships that I had endured
told me that Mom was right. It
hadn't been easy. But in spite of
the hunger and fatigue I felt and
even in spite of the fact that I was
going to be late for supper, I wasnt discouraged. That three dollars

felt awfully good in my pocket,
even though it had taken eight and
one-half hours to earn it. I was
disillusioned but happy. I had
proved to the world and to myself
that I could, at least in a small

way, “earn my keep.”

“My God, Harry, what'd you
do?”

the path when Benny was about

Harry was staggering up ahead.

from tee to fairway to green con-

tinually for eighteen holes. (She

presentable

for

the

trip

“Yeah, Harry?”
“How do I go about getting in
the, ah, ‘insurance business’?”
They both laughed.
e
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OCCUPATIONAL DEBUT
(Continued from Page 10)
but the kitchen sink in herninetypound golf bag. Then she took at
least ten strokes for every hole,

slicing every other ball into the
woods.

disciplined their children will understand how to handle the problem in the class room. College students and major seminarians are

“Benny?”

es

THE C.C. D.
(Continued from Page 8)

Worst of all, she talked

sometimes enlisted. In many parts
of the country Catholic members

of the various professions are successfully teaching small groups of
students.
Other chapters like teacher preparation, methods of teaching, spritual formation of the students, etc.,

complete the manual. We hope

you U. D. college men and women
will read this article about the
CCD and then begin to think what

part you can play in the great
work of bringing religious education to the youth of America.
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DAYTON PUBLIC LIBRARY
(Continued from Page 3)
the Central High school building
where daily service was begun.
Three years later the fusion of the
two took place. Then from 1867
till 1885 when the present building
in Cooper Park was constructed
the library was housed in the old
City Building on Main Street.
The law under which the library
functioned was repealed in 1856.
Henceforth till 1860 the source of
maintenance was the voluntary appropriation made annually by the
Board of Education. The new law
of 1860 was an advance over previous enactments. From now on the
library was under the direction of
a committee of three members of
the Board of Education appointed

matic training work in the school;
1898, opening of a children’s department; 1903, opening of branch
deposit stations; 1905, building of
east study; 1909, book-stock gallery
added; 1911, book repair department opened; 1917, main library
interior remodeled, and that is the
way the story continues.

Today budget problems and the

by the National Rifleman Associations could do much toward determining and establishing the
fundamental requirements. Publicity of the requirements and the
request for legislative action could

Dayton Library continues to serve

the people of Dayton. From the
latest report we read about community organizations calling for
and receiving library partcipation,
staff members giving talks to community organizations, librarians

displaying books for the study of
particular subjects, staff members
preparing lists of books for special

tax of one-tenth of a mill maintained the library.

occasions, and the library lending

Shortly after moving into the
new building the school board obtained from the legislature the au-

thority to form an independent
non-partisan

library

board

con-

sisting of seven persons not necessarily members of the Board of
Education. This action of the legislature gave to the library management more stability and continuity of policy.

As the years ticked off here are

Organizations such as the vari-

ous Rod and Gun Clubs sponsored

erection of a modern building occupy much of the time of the present library board. However, the

by the president of the board. A

From 1860 to 1884 various committees urged the erection of a
fireproof library building, but nothing was done till 1884. A special
committee of the Board of Education led to decisive action. The
city Fathers selected Cooper Park
as the site, Peters and Burns were
the architects and the contracts
were let in June of 1885. This
building, which is the present library, is in the French Gothic style
built of Dayton limestone and
trimmed with Marquette red sandstone. The books were transferred
to the new building in January of
1888, and the building was dedicated on January 24, 1888.

call the representative of the area
and confirm the time and day.
It is realized that such a system
would require more planning than
has been offered here. The development of hunter control will cause
many controversies.

deposit collections to numerous

be brought about by the editorial
writing of leading sports magazines

as The National Rifleman, Field
and Stream and Outdoor Life.
Not all States will require such
a system of hunter control. Each
State will decide its own requirements based on its size and population.

groups, for example the Stillwater
Sanatorium.

STUDENTS AND POLITICS
CONTROLLED HUNTING

(Continued from Page 14)

(Continued from Page 11)

are not flexible or relative. This
sounds obvious to most of us, but
all these remarks are controversial
in many quarters of the nation.

The pay of the representative of
the small area would have to be
made by the hunter. It would be
money well spent by the hunter if
he knew that he and his party were
the only people there for that given
day. In addition to the small fees
and occasional tips, the representative would also be afforded the
opportunity of knowing the hunters. He could pass on information
as to what fields to stay out of,
where gates are located, and where

the best places are. This would be
only a part-time task and one that
would require very little of the
farmer’s time.
Actually the procedure to go
hunting would be quite simple
once this system was established.
A hunter would decide what day
he wanted to go and he would call

the office of the County Game
Warden or the next lower office of

The second neglected aspect of
liberalism is charity. It is violated
in two ways, distortion and omission. Allowing a fifth amendment
user to retain his position of trust
in a community is a distortion of
charity, because the fault is excused, not the wrong-doer, and the
common good is impaired. On the
other hand, harassing sincere exCommunists, such as Mr. Budenz,
or implying evil motives to good

deeds by public servants, is gratuitous omission of charity. We should
remain alive and sensitive to public errors,

and maintain men in

office who will not make errors, but
malicious heckling of those who
err has divided our country into
bitter factions, to the detriment of
good government.

War-

In the next issue we will begin

adoption of open shelves; 1896,

den. This office would check its

specific considerations of various

forming of a training class for ap-

list of areas, assign one to the
hunter and the hunter could then

political problems facing the col-

some of the improvements:

1896,

plicants; 1897, beginning of systePage

A

the Deputy County Game

lege students of today.
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BREVITIES
(Continued from Page 13)

linger, Sandy Meyers, Kay Neu-

man, Jack Mudowney, Tony Fussnecker, Steve Driscoll, Dave King,

teachers from the various school

(Importer) Ned Auble, Lou Ven-

systems donate their time for the

ditti, Helen Raiff, (George, too),
John Horan, Margie Butler, Pete

show and the moderators are boys
from the University who work in
co-ordination with Mr. Biersack in
setting up each program.
In promoting for the year different series are set up, such as the

art series now in progress, to give

King, Sara King...
New Officers to the Flyers’ Hangar have been named. Larry
Pinto will preside as president, Bill
Eichenbarger, vice-president, of
student activities; Charlie Snyder

the viewers variety and give them a
taste of some of the ideas Mr. Biersack has for projects which will
interest the adult as well as the
children.
Shows such as the one produced
by the Dayton Educational Television Foundation and such groups
and educational television stations
around the country are doing an
outstanding job for the youth of
today. If these young people who
are to be the leaders of tomorrow

are put on the right road they will
continue on the right highway
throughout life, and help make a
better and more sound America
for all.
—DENNIS MEYER.
e
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KAMPUS KUT-UPS
(Continued from Page 24)

Watching R.O.T.C. drill this
first semester we have noticed a
very outstanding squad. You can
tell by their appearance that they
will be good future material for
the Army. Some of the sharper
ones noticed were Don Delsanter,
Larry Pinto, “Spider,” and Don
Weiss. The last time we had a
heavy rain six Freshmen were seen

Everyone goes to or calls

Vic Cassano’s & Mom Donisi’s

PIZZA HOUSE
PIZZA the way you like it — BEER and WINES to carry out
for Orders call
WA 7881

895 W. Schantz — Off Route 25
Southern Hills

poles and going in the direction of
the parking lot.
We havea long list of names of
people for the column. Here are a
we

are

seeking

news

about . . . Judy Bucher, Pat TolNovember, 1954

OR 3131
3718 Salem Ave. — 4 blocks past
Miracle Lane

Open Daily 11 A. M. to 12 P. M. — Friday and Saturday, 11 A. M. to 1 A. M.

START PLANNING YOUR 1955 VACATION NOW!

Travel and study ABROAD
world via TWA—take up to 20 months to pay with TWA’s *‘Time Pay Plan’“!
See all the sights. Live in London, Paris, Geneva or Rome

\

and study from 2 to 6 weeks at an accredited university.
You do both during one trip on a university-sponsored
tour via TWA —world leader in educational air travel.
And you can take up to 20 months to pay with TWA’s
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new “Time Pay Plan.”

Choose a tour dealing with a special field such as music,
art, languages—visit the Orient or go around the world.
Special arrangements for sabbatical-year travelers. See
these trips in TWA’s film, “Air Adventure to Europe,”
now available for adult-group presentation free of charge
(except shipping costs). Mail the coupon now!

Fly the finest... FLYTRANS WORLD AIRLINES
CS.2.) EUROPEB-AFRICA-ASIA

leaving Founders Hall with fishing

that

That will be all until the next
issue. We have to get our brooms
and shovels and be off to our different spots around campus. We
are anxious to see and hear you so
don’t let us down...

Earn full college credit and enjoy a thrilling trip through Europe or around the

one, Joannie? Betty Miller has
been named queen, and Betty
Maribeto will be her attendant at
the Cleveland-Bluegrass game.
The election was held in the S.
U.B. Mrs. Unger almost won the
election.

few

as treasurer. Let’s go all out to
back these people in their new
jobs. We wish to thank and express our appreciation to Jim Synk
who has put so much spirit and
ambition into Hangar.

I am also interested in:

John H. Furbay, Ph.D., Director, TWA Air World Tours
Dept. CM, 380 Madison Ave., New York 17, N. Y.

Stee

Travel (1

TWA’s “Time

Pay Plan” (]
Film, “‘Air Adventure
to Europe’? (J

Please send me information on the Flying Educational Tours to be

offered in 1955.
Name

Position

Address
City
State

Zone
Phone No.
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ANPUS NUIFURS
@ We are proud to say that the
1954 Homecoming Dance was the
largest in the history of U. D. This
is just one example of how U. D.
is expanding and progressing. Marcia Gabriel, Tom Campbell, Armond Martino, Sally Payne, Tony
Kris, Mary Lou, Rita Kinsella,
Tony Barto, Bill Thesing, Joanne
Moore, Bill Barlow, Mary Lin

Sachs, Kathy Jardine, Larry (Pvt.),
Bob Daley, Lynda Smith, Jim
Stafford, Carmen Ventura, Nadine
Schmidt, Tuck (Army) Nyhan,

Russ (Military) Sweetman, Carol
Oesbeck, Letty Roll, Gene Joseph
were some of the ones seen at the

dance. Jackie Macbeth was crowned Homecoming Queen and Molly
Moore was her attendant. We
would like to congratulate all the
candidates up for Homecoming
honors for the wonderful sportsmanship shown through the campaigning.
ATTENTION WOMEN’S LOUNGE!!
Attention to all girls planning to
get married or dreaming of marriage. Jerry Kmett and Jerry Facchini are taking orders for pots
and pans. Don’t inquire about the
down payment or be bashful —
Just sign up.
Looks as if everyone went to
Cleveland a few weeks ago when
we had the long week-end. Some
of the gals who spent the week-end
there were Marilyn Mahlmeister,
Marilan Meyer, Betty Maribeto,
Betty Miller. Heard you gals had
a BALL. There seems to have
been a lot of traveling to all parts
of the U. S. that week-end. Is it
because Dayton is dull OR is
Washington

more

attractive’

to

John Stapleton and Gene Joseph?

reporter. The Knickerbockers held
their first party at the Democratic
Club a few weeks ago. Bob Schiller, Joe Oths, Hank (Alan) Kirshe,

Tony Corso, Dick (Gasper) Parino, and many others were enjoying the music of Prince Davis.

New NAMEs AND News Ties! ! !
Carol Oesbeck (Shaky); Al Carlini (Elio); Anita Beacham (Inch);
Jackie Masbeth (Notre Dame);
Rita Kinsella (Hair-Cut).
How about Bob_ (Prescott)
Schuhman and his trips home every
week-end? Dick Meinhold bought
cigarettes last week! ! ! Shirley
Bockrath has been seen walking
around with a dreamy look in her

eyes. Wayne (Hair) Pflugmacher
is sporting a short hair cut. Must
have fallen asleep in the barber's
chair? P P Joyce Blesi now has a

pet turtle . . . How about that,

Jim Thompson has been seen in
Bro. George Nagel’s orientation

class... .Did you ever hear Chuck
Guida tell the story about the
CHICK without any Scratch? ? P
Ed Flynn and Ace Horstman must
be Latin majors. They can complete this story for you . . . Don

(Zip) Chontos was overheard asking this, “Does she really like me?”

to another party. (His first date
with the girl.) Of course, she liked
him. Beware of Connie Maston
around the Arcade in the morn-

ing. She never seems to have any
three cent stamps . . . Does Paul
Litkowski work in the Publicity
Office? Rumor is that John Saggio
is going steady. . . What about it,
John? YES or N. O.?

What happened to the “Bluegrass” float during float building?
The “Hilligans” had their float fin-

Joyce? Have you decided upon a

ished early (they thought) but

name for the turtle? Chris (ROY)

they must have had it set on auto-

Harris has been seen with B.R.
The word is out that Jerry McAvoy is campaigning for “TurnAbout Tag.” Notice the tie he
wears everyday. Pat Schorch needs
a sling or a wagon to support her
left hand. Karen Munn is very
quiet about her middle name.. .
Of course its DRUSCILLA ...
Are Jim Synk and Molly Moore

going steady? Pat (Jellybean) had
her name changed to “Gumdrop.”
Joan Neumann and Kathy Jardine
seem “Blue.” Fort Knox holds the
answer to this one . .. Who sends
Carmen Riazzi letters with his
name engraved on the stationery?

matic pilot. The plane took off for
a short flight and was back in
time for the parade. Congratulation to the two winning floats.
There was a tie for first place between the Hawaiian Club and the
Art Club. Both clubs did an ex-

cellent job on their floats for Home-

coming. . . . In case any of you

are worried we won't print any
HOME and AWAY schedules in
our column. Our main reason for
this is that we haven’t found any
as yet...

Rumor has it that Sue Fink and

Becky Strominger want Bar-Bells
for Christmas. Why does

Tony

Papa want his name left out of

our column. Tony give us a break.
We would never say anything
about you going to the library
every night to see a certain girl.
Heard that Tod Egan and Howard

Far Hills was the scene of the
annual Bluegrass Picnic . . . As
usual there wasa lot of singing,
laughing and in general just plain
fun. Gar Ball, Jerry Werner, Bob
Schuhman, Pat and Joe Mulloy,

been shopping for a FUR COAT.
... May we suggest a short, brown

A. B. Clem were spotted by our

(Turn to Page 23)
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Pang are getting serious about
their dates.

Joannie Brennan has

The Exponent

Fifty Years Ago
@ The picture above this article is from a halftone made in 1904 and used in the January, 1905

Exponent, along with the story of the dedication of
the Monument in the University Park. The day was
Sunday, December 11, 1904, a day with sunshine in
the sky and fresh snow on the ground.

At two forty-five in the afternoon faculty, students, alumni, Knights of St. John, Knights of St.
George, an Italian Military Society, and the Soldiers
Home Band formed a guard of honor at Brown and

College Park (called Brothers’ Lane then) to meet
Archbishop Moeller who came from Cincinnati to
preside at the dedication ceremonies. The archbishop's carriage was escorted to the chapel where
benediction of the Blessed Sacrament was given by
the archbishop. Brother Robert Holzmer, the present
organist out at Mount Saint John, presided at the
organ.
Following the church ceremony the procession
re-formed and moved to the monument where in the

Father William Hickey, pastor of St. Joseph’s
Church, said that it was most fitting that this statue
should be placed here in the home of the Brothers of
Mary, and in the land over which the Blessed Virgin

is the patron. The Jubilee hymn, composed by Brother
George Hart and set to music by Brother Louis Vogt,
was sung by the entire assemblage. The main address
of the day was made by Harry Busch of Cincinnati,
an alumnus of 1896. He did not fail to impress upon
the undergraduates the privilege that was theirs of

being students of St. Mary’s Institute (became U. D.
in 1920).
Some two hundred visitors came on trains from
Cincinnati, Springfield, Chicago and Columbus and
were guests of the Brothers the entire day. The
monument was erected in 1904 to commemorate the
fiftieth anniversary of the proclamation of the dogma
of the Immaculate Conceptions. The entire cost of
three thousand dollars was paid for by students and
friends.

presence of some five thousand people the statue was
unveiled and blessed by the archbishop. The entire
assemblage then went to the old gymnasium where

December eighth of this year is the close of the
Marian year, set aside to recall the centenary of the

the dedicatory ceremonies were concluded.

proclamation of the Immaculate Conception.

New filter cigarette!

WINSTON
brings flavor back to filter smoking!

Winston tastes good—like a cigarette should !
@ Winston is the new, easy-drawing
:
:
filter cigarette real smokers can enjoy!

PEND
FLAVOR!

Winston brings you real flavor — full,

rich, tobacco flavor. Along with finer
flavor, you get Winston’s finer filter...

THEYRE MADE
gy THe makers

NO WONDER
THEY TASTE

oe

yy

it’s different, it’s unique, it works so
effectively! Winstons are king-size,
too, for extra filtering action.
Try a pack of good-tasting Winstons!

R. J. REYNOLDS TOBACCO CO.,
WINSTON-SALEM, N. C.

WINSTON ... the easy-drawing filter cigarette!

